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IT’S NOT YOU, IT’S TIME 
By Keyanna Burgher 

SYNOPSIS:  Every life has an expiry date, but for Her––she never expected 
it would come so soon. More than that, she never expected Him. It's Not You, 
It's Time follows a relationship back and forth through time, as they navigate 
the excitement of new love and the difficult nature of truth.  

DURATION:  20 minutes. 
SETTING:  Various locations, ambiguous set. 
TIME:  Modern day, over the period of several months. 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 any gender) 

HER (m/f) ..................................................... 20-30. (130 lines) 
HIM (m/f)...................................................... 20-30. (133 lines) 

CASTING NOTE:  The gender of the cast can be changed as the 
casting/director sees fit and the director has the ability to update pronouns 
within the script to fit the gender identity of the cast. 

SET:  A tall and impressive door frame positioned centre stage, perpendicular 
to the audience. On the stage right side of the doorframe, there is a small table 
and two chairs or blocks. On the other side (stage left) there is a similar set of 
table and chairs/blocks, or a small couch. The two sets are meant to be simple 
in nature to imply multiple possible settings. 

PREMIERE PRODUCTION 

Him & Her debuted onstage in 2014 at The University of British Columbia’s 
Brave New Play Rites festival.  
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AT START:  HER, mid-twenties, is sitting center stage. In her hands 
are a small notebook and a pen. Beside her is a simple handbag 
containing a cellphone and a bottle of pills. Behind her, there is a tall 
and impressive door frame positioned perpendicular to the audience. 
On the stage right side of the doorframe, there is a table and two 
chairs/blocks. On the other side of the doorframe, stage left, there is a 
similar set of table and chairs/blocks or perhaps a small couch. The 
two sets are meant to be simple in nature to imply multiple possible 
settings. 
 
HER is lit with a spotlight in front of the doorframe. The rest of the stage 
is in darkness. She speaks aloud as she writes in her notebook. 
 
HER:  May 1st, [YEAR]. (Pause.) Well, I got my results today. The big 

C word. It’s funny because you’d think my thought process would 
be something like “wow I’m going to die, poor me”, but it wasn’t. The 
first thing I thought was... Him. 

 
Lights come up on HIM, mid-twenties, sitting in a chair stage right. He 
is still. 
 
HER:  It’s like... here’s your death sentence, and as an added bonus, 

here’s heartbreak. I mean, what the hell do I do? I can’t tell him. It’s 
not fair. I just want to go back. Back then, to when everything was 
fine and... I don’t know, we had our whole life ahead of us and all 
that. Now, all I’m going to think about when I look at Him is this... 
this sickness. I can’t tell him. I just can’t... right? Sincerely, one very 
screwed-up girl. 

 
HIM begins tying his shoes. He has a cell phone in one pocket and a 
key in the other. His hands are meticulous in slowly tying his shoes. 
 
HER stuffs the notebook and pen in her handbag and walks to the 
stage left side of the door. She raises her arm to knock. But, before she 
can knock, HIM’s cell phone rings and he wrestles it out of his pocket. 
 
HIM:  Hey mom. 
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HER hesitates, her fist poised in a knocking position. Curious, she puts 
her ear to the door. 
 
HIM:  Well I’m actually expecting someone. Yes, Mom, it’s a girl. 
 
HER smiles, listening closer. 
 
HIM:  I don’t know, we... uh, haven’t met yet? (Pause.) I know I know, 

blind dates are––(Pause.) a dating app? Nooo no no, Lisa set this 
up. She’s a friend of hers. (Pause.) Jeez, Mom, I don’t know! 
There’s not much I can say, I literally know nothing about the girl! 
(Pause.) I’m taking her to a nice restaurant. (Pause.) What’s wrong 
with that? (Pause.)  

 
HIM is finished tying his shoes and straightens himself out, rolling his 
eyes at the phone. 
 
HIM:  Look, I just got out of the shower and don’t have any clothes on. 

I have to get ready before she gets here. I’ll talk to you later, alright? 
 
At the mention of HIM’s naked body, HER eagerly raps at the door 
frame. HIM jumps at the sound of the knock and makes his way 
towards the door. 
 
HIM:  Yes, Mom. Okay, Mom. Yes, thank you. I will! Okay! Yes, okay, 

bye Mom! Yeah––yeah, love you too, bye! 
 
HIM stuffs his cell phone back in his pocket and mimes opening the 
door. HIM and HER stand on opposite sides of the doorframe, looking 
at each other. 
 
HER:  Hi. 
 
HIM is silent. 
 
HER:  Hello? 
HIM:  Sorry... uhm, wow. Hi. 
HER:  Nice... clothes? 
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HIM looks confused, self-consciously checking himself. HIM looks up 
at HER’s smirking face and realizes she was listening in on the 
conversation. 
 
HIM:  Oh, so you’re an eavesdropper, are you! 
HER:  Obviously. 
HIM:  Do you want to come in? 
HER:  Are we not going out? 
HIM:  Oh, yeah, I just... we can just… 
 
HIM tries to exit while HER tries to enter. They are very awkward. 
 
HIM:  Oh, sorry, you can just//  
HER:  //No worries, I’ll just–– 
 
They hold each other’s arms in front of them and laugh. 
 
HIM:  To the restaurant? 
HER:  To the restaurant. 
 
HIM and HER exit through the door and mime closing it behind them. 
As the door closes, the lights go dark on stage right and come up on 
stage left. As is with all the scenes to follow, the door remains lit. The 
mood of the lighting has changed to a severe, stark tone. The banter 
between HIM and HER is fast-paced. 
 
HER:  OH MY GOD, you’re unbelievable. You always do this. Every 

single time. Forget it. Don’t talk to me. 
HIM:  Wait, so... you get mad at me for saying let’s drop it... and then 

when I want to talk about it, you suddenly don’t want to... and I’m 
supposed to just think that’s okay? 

HER:  I don’t care what you think. 
HIM:  Stop turning away from me! I want to talk about this! 
HER:  Well what. What do you need to say to me so bad, huh? This 

fight is done. 
HIM:  She was just an old friend from high school. 
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HER:  Oh my god, that is NOT what I’m upset about, how many TIMES 

do I have to say it? 
HIM:  Then what? 
HER:  It’s the way you say “sorry”.  
HIM:  I don’t say it like “sorry”. 
HER:  Yeah well, record yourself saying it some time, maybe you do 

and you just don’t know it. 
HIM:  What’s the big deal anyways? I don’t like how you say “I’m tiiiired” 

but I never freak out like this. 
 
Long pause. HER collapses onto the chair. 
 
HER:  Wow. Okay, I should just go. 
HIM:  Look, I’m sorry. Can you just tell me what I’m doing wrong so I 

know how to fix it? 
HER:  I just hate it when you lie. 
HIM:  I wasn’t lying about anything, I swear! I–– 
HER:  When you say sorry like that, you’re lying. You don’t mean it. 

You only say it because you think that’s what I want. 
HIM:  Isn’t it? 
HER:  Not if you don’t mean it. 
HIM:  Fair enough. (Long pause.) I am sorry. Really. For what I said, 

and this whole fight.  
HER:  Yeah. Me too. 
HIM:  (Softly.) Are you mad at me? 
 
HER can’t help but smile. 
 
HER:  Sort of. You? 
HIM:  Yup. 
HER:  (Laughing.) Screw you. You always do this. 
HIM:  Do what? 
HER:  Get all cute and make me all happy. I can never stay mad at 

you. 
HIM:  (Smiling slyly.) “Sorry”. 
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HER’s cell phone beeps in her handbag. She pulls it out and turns off 
an alarm. HER reaches into the bag again and pulls out a bottle of pills. 
She pours two pills into her hand and swallows them easily. 
 
HIM:  (Gesturing to the bottle.) How are you? 
HER:  (Smirking.) “Tiiired”. 
HIM:  Seriously. Do the doctors know anything yet? Hey wait, you got 

your results back this morning, didn’t you? What did they say?  
HER:  I...  
 
Pause. 
 
HER:  It’s nothing serious. My immune system just sucks, is all.  
HIM:  Are you sure? 
HER:  What do you mean? Of course, I’m sure.  
HIM:  I know you. And you’re not the only one who can detect lies. 
HER:  Look I’m just tired. I really don’t want to talk about this. 
HIM:  Can I do anything? 
HER:  Could you just take me home? 
 
HIM pulls HER into a strong hug. After a moment, HIM leads her 
towards the door. 
 
HIM:  (Gently.) Come on, let’s go. 
 
HIM and HER exit through the door. Stage left goes dark as stage right 
is lit in a dim, romantic fashion. The table now has a deep red 
tablecloth, delicate plates, and black, cloth-bound menus. These subtle 
changes suggest they’re in a high-class restaurant. HIM pulls a chair 
out for HER. 
 
HER:  Oh, a gentleman! Thank you very much, kind sir! 
HIM:  (Winking.) Of course, m’lady.   
 
HIM and HER sit. 
 
HER:  So, my horoscope said that “tonight would bring a pleasant 

surprise”. 
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HIM:  That’s a lot of pressure. 
HER:  You were planning on being dull? 
HIM:  Oh no, I’m all about surprises. It’s the pleasant part I wasn’t so 

prepared for. 
HER:  (Laughing.) I like you. You’re funny. 
HIM:  (Smiling.) I like you too. 
 
HIM and HER attempt to hide their silly grins by perusing the menus. 
 
HER:  Sooo...  
HIM:  Yes, so.  
 
Long pause. 
 
HER:  Wow, have you looked at the dessert menu? 
HIM:  Yeah I just noticed. Awful selection. And weird. 
HER:  You know what’s awful? 
HIM:  What? 
HER:  Actually, beyond awful. The cruelest invention known to man. 
HIM:  Jeez, okay. What is it? 
HER:  Macadamia Nut cookies. 
HIM:  (Laughing.) Why? 
HER:  I’m serious! Okay. Imagine this. A beautiful, fresh cookie. Big, 

chewy. You pick it up and notice it has white chunks in it. And you’re 
like... oh my gosh a cookie with big white chocolate chunks. It’s 
heaven in a cookie, right? So you bite into it. WRONG. It’s got 
NUTS. It’s contaminated and disgusting and suddenly the whole 
cookie is like... stale and awful. It’s evil. They should have giant 
labels on the packages that say “NOT WHAT YOU THINK”. It’s like 
the biggest, cruelest lie to all of mankind. 

HIM:  (Laughing.) Well, I’ll let the restaurant know they should remove 
those abominations from the menu. 

HER:  (Smiling.) Thank you.  
HIM:  How do you feel about spaghetti? I don’t want to get judged 

should I choose to order it. 
HER:  ...take me home. 
HIM:  What? 
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HER:  I’m kidding! It was a joke at how you were going to order 

spaghetti, and I was judging you, and... yeah. Didn’t really work. 
HIM:  (Laughing.) OH! No. That’s, that’s funny. I’m just slow. Well, not 

normally. I’m not a slow person. I’m just// 
HER:  //Nervous. 
HIM:  Yes. 
HER:  Me too. 
 
Pause. 
 
HIM:  This might be weird but this (Gesturing around them.) isn’t really 

me, do you... want to get out of here? 
HER:  (Smiling.) Yes. 
HIM:  Really? 
HER:  Yes! This place has Macadamia Nut cookies on its dessert 

menu. We can do better. 
 
HIM stands and holds his hand out to HER. 
 
HIM:  M’lady? 
HER:  Kind sir. 
 
HER takes his hand and together they walk out the door. Stage right 
goes dark, and the lights come up on stage left. HIM and HER enter 
and sit, tired at the table. 
 
HIM:  You okay? 
HER:  Yeah. 
 
Long pause. 
 
HER:  Are you mad at me? 
HIM:  God no! If you didn’t want to be there, I didn’t want to be there. 
HER:  You can go back without me, if you want. I can just stay here. 
HIM:  For the last time, I don’t want to be at some dumb party if you’re 

not there too. Honest. 
 
HIM kisses HER on the forehead. 
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HER:  I wanted to stay, really. 
HIM:  I know. 
HER:  I’m just... tired. 
 
HER looks away, frowning. HIM pulls her face towards him. 
 
HIM:  It’s okay.  
 
HIM and HER put their foreheads together. The mood becomes 
suddenly serious. The lights might dim slightly. 
 
HIM:  I, uhm// 
HER:  //Yeah? 
HIM:  Ha, I was just// 
HER:  //What is it? 
HIM:  Well you keep cutting me off. 
HER:  (Smiling.) Tell me. 
HIM:  I was just going to say// 
HER:  //I love you. 
HIM:  (Taken aback.) Yeah. I love you.  
HER:  I know. I just wanted to say it first. 
 
HIM and HER kiss. They pull back after a moment, smiling.  
 
HIM:  Was this a weird time to say it? I should have waited for a more 

romantic setting. 
HER:  No this is––it’s perfect. 
HIM:  I just wanted to say that... I’m so glad I have you. Being around 

all those other people just made me realize how lucky I am. I can 
see myself being with you for a long time and that’s never really 
happened to me before.  

 
HER is silent. She looks down at her feet. 
 
HIM:  You sure you’re okay? I’m really worried about you. You’ve been 

acting strange ever since the other day. 
HER:  I’m okay, I just... I’m just really tired. 
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HIM:  Are you sure that’s it?  
HER:  What else would it be? 
HIM:  I mean if something were bothering you, I hope you’d tell me. I 

love you, remember? 
 
HER smiles half-heartedly in response. 
 
HIM:  Do you want me to take you home? 
HER:  Maybe. I’m sorry. 
HIM:  It’s okay. 
HER:  Thank you. 
 
HIM kisses HER on the forehead and they exit through the door. Stage 
left lights go dark and stage right lights come up as they come through 
the door. HER is piggy-backing on HIM’s back. HIM prances through 
the door like a horse. 
 
HER:  Onward noble steed! 
 
HIM and HER are laughing uncontrollably. HIM goes atop the chair or 
table. 
 
HIM:  (Like a horse.) Neeeigh! 
HER:  (Clutching her back, frowning.) Ouch! 
 
HIM quickly lets her down and sits her on the chair, kneeling in front of 
her, worried. 
 
HIM:  Are you okay? Did I hurt you? 
HER:  No it wasn’t you, I swear! 
HIM:  Are you sure? That was dumb I’m sorry. I was trying to... I don’t 

know, I’m really sorry. Are you okay? 
HER:  (Laughing.) Yes, I’m fine! And stop, it was fun! Really! My back 

just hurts lately. I got some tests done last week to make sure it’s 
nothing. I get my results tomorrow. So it wasn’t you at all, okay? 
Although, (Giggling.) you make a pretty crappy horse to be honest. 

HIM:  Hey now, I thought I was doing a good job. Didn’t meet your 
expectations? 
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HER:  It’s my birthday, and I wanted a pretty pony. Nothing less. 
HIM:  I’m not pretty enough for you? 
HER:  No... I think it’s the hair. You’re not hairy enough. 
HIM:  I’ve failed you! 
HER:  Well let’s see. You got me flowers... 
HIM:  Check. 
HER:  Cookies, white chocolate chip, no Macadamia Nuts... 
HIM:  Check. 
HER:  Dinner, movies, aaaaand... no pony. You’re right. You’ve failed 

me. 
HIM:  Oh the night is young yet. 
HER:  Weeellllll... 
HIM:  Uh oh, what is it now. 
HER:  I don’t want just a pony anymore.  
HIM:  Give it to me straight. 
HER:  A unicorn. The only way I’ll be truly happy is if you get me a 

unicorn. 
HIM:  That might take longer than one night... 
HER:  (Pouting.) Really? 
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